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James H WinslowUNDE-

RTAKER AND EMB LAMER

ALL WORK FIRST CLASS TERMS MOST REASONABLE

TWELFTH AND R STREETS N W

ELDabney
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Hiring Livery and Sale Stable
i Carriages hired for funerals parties balls receptions etc

Horses and carriages kept in firstclass style Satisfaction
guaranteed Business at 1132 Third street northwest Mam
office branch at 222 More slreet Alexandria V

Telephone for Office Main 1727
Telephone call for Stable Main 14285

OUR STABLES IN FREEMANS ALLEY
Where I can accommodate o Horses
Call and inspect our new and modern stable-

J H DABNEX Prop 1132 Third Street N VV

Phone Main 3200 Carriages for Hire
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RENDERING 1 LATENT DRAWEES
MONOTONE WATER COLOn AFTINGDETAILING TRACS

AND PEN INK BLUE PRINTING

STEEL CONSTRUCTION A SPECIALTY
Main 659 M Office 494 Louisiana Ave NVv
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i hlir slip uses a MAGIC After shampoo or hath the
Ma ri dries the hair removing the aaodruff and it will
straiihien the earliest head f nair

The will IK here or injure the hair because the comb is sever heated The steel beatinj ar while kens the hair is alone put into the flame of the heaterThe Aluuinum easily detached from the nenting bur then
en t Ie hick into pl ee nd is held by a turn of the handle
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Does It comb easily without breaking
Is it straight
Does It smooth out nicely

Can you do It up In any of the charg-
ing styles so it will stay and

make you proud of It

Is it tang end full of life

If you cannot say YES to all of the
above questions then you a

Nelsons

A NELSONS HAIR DRESSING it the fir t iair-
fjfff pomade on the face of the for coiorc people

makes your hair grow fasts it makes itutbrrn kinky and
tingled hair as soft and tupple as silk It makeii healthy
it keeps it from splitting or breaking off It it rich
and gives it that charm to longed Ice by all true ladies

Use Nelsons Hair Dressing
four head will keep dean The roots of your hair will nAVe nsceswry

amount of oil You will never have scalp disease You will be delighted with delicate rcrfutnr

Nelsons Hair Dressing
like the lady holds in her hand Drggists and

agents everywhere sell it at 2C enta box If you cant get it und us 30 cents and we will mail
you a full size box postpaid Go and buy it now or sit right down and write us Address

NELSON MANUFACTURING CO Richmond Va
9 Live Agents Wanted Write Quick for Terms 6
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HOLTMANSO-
LD STANL

FINE BOOTS AND SHOES

451 Penn ave N W
OUR 1250 AM 3 SHOES ARE

THE BEF MADE
SIGN OF TInt BIG BOOT
WM MOREI PROP

J A PIEEEE
Orders Delivered Promptly

J A PIERRE
Wholesale and Retail

Dealer in
COAL WOOD AND ICE

4EU New York Avenue N W

LARODRICKER
ISil l Sfrssf 9 W

French Dressmaking
Ladies Tailoring

Gentlemens Repair Work Neatly
Done
Carefully Cleaned
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A DUCK HARD TO KILL

The Screaming Walloon Is Something-
of a Diver Too

The screaming Walloon Is a hard
duck to kill Its hide Is very tough
and Is thickly covered with feathers
and down Besides the bird is a
great diver one of the kind that used
to dive at the sash when bunted
with the old arm that flashed when
fired It is of very little value for ta
ble use being so tough The only way
to manage It at all is to skin it and
parboil it in a big pot with plenty of
water The negroes make caps of
Walloon skins

They are great ducks for diving
says a well known Tred Avon river
progger They can dive quicker go
down deeper remain under water long
er and come up farther away than
any other duck that frequents our wa-
ters I remember once I succeeded in
killing a Walloon and being short of
game for the table I determined to
cook my bird 1 got a negro to skin It
giving him the hide for his trouble-

i After being cleaned we put It in a
great pot full of water and under it
kindled a hot fire After awhile I
wanted to see how the cooking of my
duck progressed and lifted the top off
the boiling pot but there was so much
steam escaping I could not see into the
pot and struck a match over it The
blamed walloop sir dived at the flash
of the match It disappeared and has
never been seen sip e Baltlmore Sun
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A WINTER
ROMANCEB-

y M QUAD
Copyright 1310 by Associated Literary

Press

Jed Smith was a farmers son twen
ty years old He was uneducated un
couth and awkward but he had

in his soul He fell in love
with the new schoolmaam at once and
as he was the biggest of the boys and
could lick any one of them he felt that
he had the best chance He was go-

ing to marry Miss Seymour or know
the reason why When he began to
betray signs of his love his father
took him out to the barn and turned
on him to say

Now Jed Smith dont you go and
make no ding dang fool of yourself-

It was plain sensible talk but Jed
wouldnt take It that way He was a
poor reader but he had digested so
many love novels that he wasnt going-
to let go without a try for it He had
drawn the schoolmaam on his band
sled he had skated with her they had
slid down hill together he had brought
her the biggest apples of any one but
there was really nothing in these
things to arouse her romance and he
realized that romance must come be
fore love After thinking over it for
ten long nights and losing hours of
sleep he got his plan The school
maam must be abducted and he must
rescue her At first the trouble seem
ed to be to find the abductor but led
Smith had a way with him Having
got the next biggest boy in the district
out to the barn with him he unfolded
his plan and added

Jim youve got to bear the school
maam away and Ive got to rescue
her Youve got to turn your coat
wrong side out and wear a mask and
speak in a hoarse voice In rescuing
her Ive got to give you a mighty good
licking but as I am going to give you
50 cents you mustnt mind that

Jim demurred He didnt want to
abduct a schoolmaam and he didnt
want to be licked He came to it in
time however Fifty cents in cash
was not to be sneered at and he would
be licked if he refused to enter into
the plot It took some little time to
perfect the details but at last

was ready Jeds old father saw
fresh signs and he took him to task
again

Jed he said if you are going to
make a fool of yourself in any way
then look out for me

In winter especially on 0
er 4-

r v
j
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house and he could both watch and
have a horse ready harnessed Jed
Smith was to be waiting up the road

One afternoon the signal was given
and the plot was afoot The teacher
had remained uutil almost 5 She
was just donning cloak and hat when-
a masked villain appeared before her
and announced in an awful

Come with me If you scream or
struggle it means death

Miss Seymour was properly shocked
She had never seen a masked villain
before No man holding a peach
stone in his mouth to make his voice
terrible had ever thus addressed her
She thought she recognized the figure
and there was a something about the
terrible voice that sounded familiar
but she grew faint her knees weak-
ened and she was about to sit down
when the villain seized her with a
grip of steel and bore her out to his
sleigh She screamed and struggled
but she had to go Ted Smith had
said that it would be all the better for
the plot If slip screamed and strug-
gled More credit would be due him
for rescuing her

What neither of the plotters had
counted on was that some one might
come driving along the highway at the
critical moment Some one did come
He was a man without romance in his
soul He was driving a fast horse to
a cutter and when the masked man
swung the schoolmaam into his sleigh
and started off at a gallop the stran-
ger followed on and cracked his whip
and shouted to let the girl know that
help was at baud She heard him and
so did Tim and his horse In fact the
horse ran away and just as he reached
the point where the rescuer stood
waiting be shied into a drift and
things were upset Jed jumped for
ward but he had scarcely roared out

Die villain when he was knocked
silly by the stranger Then the strug-
gling Jim caught it The scboolmaam
was pulled out of the robes and blan
kets and stood one side and then her
rescuer went in to have some fun with
abductor and rescuer

He stood them on their heads in the
drifts he jammed them about he wal
loped them up and down and when
they shouted for mercy be walloped
the harder Then when tired out he
lifted the girl into his cutter and drove
her home It did not break up the
school it simply broke up the romance
of the thing When Farmer Smith
had got through using the gad ou the
battered Jed he threw it aside and
said

You was after romance and IM2

give you nuff of it Theres 200 bush-
els of corn to be husked and shelled
and Its going to be your work from
now on to next Fourth of July Res-
cuing a gal I Why duru you you dont
know null to rescue an old cabbage
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A VisionB-

y F A MITCHEL

Are you ill sir
I looked up dazed I made no reply

for I was engaged in getting my bear

ingsThis
Is the Tower I asked pres

entlyYes
sir

I was sitting on a bench In an open
court in the Tower of London Before
me was a piece of pavement different
from the rest some fifteen or twenty
feet square and in its center a plate
on which was an inscription I re
membered being the evening before
in the quarters of one of the Tower
officials and that was all How I
came to be seated on the bench in the
early morning I have never to this
day fully determined At 11 I had
started for my lodgings in Oxford
street but I could not remember going
there One of the Tower attendants
commonly called beefeaters had
roused

how I came to be there is a mys
tery what I saw there Is a still greater
one I had been sitting a long while
Of that I was fully conscious Whether
it was night or day I have no recollec-
tion but the scene 1 witnessed seems
to me to have been enacted in the day
My first remembrance is hearing
shouts of Long live Queen Mary but
they seemed to come from without the
inclosure Within a few persons hur-

ried by silently as if in preparation-
for some momentous event They were
all serious and one or two of them
were in tears

Then I was conscious of a number
of persons sitting with me about the
square bit of pavement though the
seats on which they sat were of rough
hewn wood The men wore trunks
hose doublets and bats decorated with
feathers the women stomachers and
large ruffled collars Covering the
square place on the pavement 1 have
mentioned was a platform on which
rested a rectangular block of wood
about two feet high and hollowed at
the top on both sides Beside it lean
ing on a huge ax was a tall figure in
tight fitting costume Those about the
platform which was plainly a scaffold
wore serious countenances Without
the Tower inclosure I heard sounds in
dicating commotion The dukes fin
ished death to all traitors A man
sitting next me whispered to another
Its all over up on the hill
A horror crept over me I would

gladly have gone away but had no
power to move Looking down toward
the other end of the court where there
were buildings for dwelling purposes-
I saw a lovely apparition at a window-
a young girl apparently from seven-
teen to twenty years old At the
same time I heard the rumbling of a
cart Two young girls attendant on
the one at the window tried to draw
her away but she would not go

It Is the body of her husband I
heard some one say Hes been exe
cuted on Tower hilt

When the cart had passed there
was an interval that my memory fails
to fill but the next scene was the
opening of the door under the window
at which the young lady had appeared
and she came out with an officer at
tended by the two girls 1 had seen
with her and a priest She came to
ward the scaffold reading from a book
and praying When she reached the
scaffold she ascended the steps with
as much composure as If she were
going to her chamber and stood wait
ing for silence When it came she
spoke to the people but I have no
remembrance of what she said There
she knelt prayed a ad asked permis
sion of the priest to say a psalm

These religious features ended she
took off her gloves and her kerchief
which she handed to one of her maids
and loosened her gown The execu
tioner knelt before her and asked

for what he was about to do
The girl then tied a handkerchief over
her eyes with her own hands Grop
ing for the block she asked Where
is it Guided to it she knelt and laid
her neck on it saying Lord into thy
hands I commend my spirit The last-
I remember was the ax swinging over
her

Have you been sitting here all
night sir asked the attendant-

I dont know I have a vague recol
lection gradually coming back to me of
having followed night when I
started to go home a figure dressed in
singular

At that moment my eyes rested on
the plate In the center of the marked
square I saw the name Lady Jane
Grey I read that she Anne Boleyn
and Catherine Howard were all exe
cuted there My horror of the night
before returned I rose and was stag
gering away when the attendant put
ting his arm through mine assisted
me taking me to the gate and calling-
a cab for me I was driven to my
lodgings and did not leave them for a
fortnight

When I got out I had a longing to
know something of Lady Jane Grey
but dreaded to bring back my experi-
ence of that grewsome night After a
few months had passed I mustered
courage to read her life I found
events attending her execution the
same as I witnessed In my vision my
dream or whatever it was Those who
attended her at her death have testi-
fied to her serenity

Years afterward In a gallery of a
noble family of England I saw a por
trait of Lady Jane Greys husband
Lord Guildford Dudley He was the
man who led me to the place of the
scaffold
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A Pardon
By HARRY VON AMBERG

You boy Come out o that and
help bring on the wood

So called the mate of a steamboat-
on the Mississippi to a pale faced boy
lying in his bunk It was at night
and the weather was stormy

1 cant Im sick
You haint goin to work yer pas

sage on this yere boat sojern there
Git up I say and carry your load

The boy made a feeble attempt to
rise but The mate seized a
stick of wood and held it over the in

validYou
git up or Ill brain you

Fear gave the boy additional
strength and he managed to pull him
self out and stagger over the gang-
plank to a wood pile which the deck-
hands were transferring to the boat
He worked as best he could till the
task was finished then crawled back
to his bunk and fell fainting in

This boy Robert Stewart was so
poor that In order to get from New
Orleans to St Louis he was obliged-
to work his passage on a steamboat
The mate was a powerful man and
the boy who was III with a fever was
completely at his mercy What made
the act still more brutal was that
there were plenty of deck hands to do
the work without calling out a sick
boy There was something fiendish in
the mates nature that led him to this
act of cruelty

Years passed meanwhile That sick
boy was moving In one direction
while the mate who had tyrannized
over him and had nearly cost him his
life was moving In another The one
was rising the other sinking Schooled-
in adversity Robert Stewart possessed
that within him which enabled him to
triumph over obstacles the hardships
he had endured furnishing a spur to
send him onward and upward Suc-
cessful In his own affairs the people
intrusted him with theirs In time his
name became known to every one in
Missouri He rose to be governor

One day a man was brought to the
governor from the penitentiary as an
applicant for pardon He was a large
powerful fellow and the moment the
governor looked at him he started
Then he scrutinized the criminal long
and closely Without speaking he
turned to his desk picked up the pa
per on which the mans pardon had
been made out and wrote his name at
the bottom of Before handing it to
the prisoner he said to him

I fear it will be useless perhaps
wrong for me to grant you this par
don

The man stood stolidly waiting to
know the governors reason

You will commit some other crime
and be sent to the penitentiary again

No governor I promise you that I
will not

The governor looked doubtful He
was apparently turning something over
in his mind Finally he said

You will go back on to the
mate on a steamer I suppose

Yes governor Ill go back to work
at any position I can get

Well the governor continued be
fore I pardon you I wish you to make
me a promise

The man looked interested and wait
ed The chief magistrate was in no
hurry The mass of business awaiting
his attention was forgotten in this par
don case There must be something in
it to move him so strangely For a
few minutes there was a faraway look
in his eyes He seemed to be pictur
ing something That it was a painful
scene was evident from his expression
Then he turned to the criminal and
said

I wish you to pledge your word that
when you go back to the river as mate
on a steamboat you will never drive-
a sick boy from his bunk to load your
boat on a stormy night

The criminal looked at the governor
in a vain attempt to understand why
he imposed upon him such a singular
condition Then he made the required
promise asking at the same time for
an explanation Finally the governor
gave it

One night many years ago you were
mate of a steamboat running between
New Orleans and St Louis On that
boat was a boy sick with a fever One
night when the wind blew cold and
the rain came down in torrents you
drove that boy out of his bunk and
forced him to carry wood

Now there are two reasons why I

dont wish you to do that again The
first Is that I desire any boy you
might so treat to escape your cruelty
Another time it might cost him his
life The second is that he might be
come governor of his state and you

before him with an application for
pardon

The man stood looking at the gov
ernor a faint glimmer of memory
struggling in his brain But with a
life of so many brutal acts behind him
it was bard for him to remember one
which at the time he had considered
of so little Importance

The governor banded him his pardon
I was that boy he said That

document Is my revenge But another
time the governors revenge might be
of a different kind The pardoning
power Is lodged in the chief magis-

trate alone and another governor
might see fit to refuse clemency Go

to earn an honest living without

The criminal slunk away but j

whether or not the lesson had any ef-

fect on him there Is no available rec-
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TWIN SPIRITSB-

y ESTHER VANDEVEER-

He was a genius of the
brush When at his easel he was com-
pletely absorbed At such time no one
could secure his attention His lunch
eon was brought In every day and set
down beside him but although the
servant was instructed to call his at
tention to It he seldom knew that It
was there Often after he bad fin-

ished his wont for the day he would
feel faint for want of food Then he
would arise to get some and frequent
ly knocked over the stool on which
his lunch had been placed and broke
the dishes

She was a poetess She had bad a
lover but finding that she didnt feel
those heavenly thrills of which she
had written of people in such condi-
tion she had broken off hor engage
ment with him She had seen the art
ists pictures and was sure she loved
the man who painted them She burn
ed to know him and asked every friend
she possessed to introduce her But
none of them was acquainted with
him i

But her yearning for him would not
down She resolved to visit him in bis
studio A friend to whom she bad
given her confidence advised her to

brush up a bit leave off her black
alpaca and put on silk But the rec-
ommendation did not impress her
Love was a matter of the soul it had
nothing to do with clothes where
upon her friend admonished her to
wear something pretty all the same

She went to his studio climbed sev
eral flights of stairs she was delicate
and the effort made her heart throb
violently and tapped softly at the
door There was no response No
sound came from within She tried
the doorknob turning it gently then
pushed the door slightly ajar He was
there He sat at his easel before a
canvas on which were a divine face
and figure The latch slipped back
making a sound She started

it would betray her No he went
on painting What a noble brow His
tumbled was

crown of his august head
What should she do Should she

break the spell under which he work
ed by speaking No there was a chair
near by She would go and sit upon
it till he to himself or from him-
self So went softly to the chair
keeping her eyes upon him the while
and sat down

Alas she sat upon a palette a pal
ette on which were soft paints of
many bright colors

She sat looking at him yearning for
him Presently be looked aside from
his work and straight at her Through
his eyes looked a great spirit But
they did not see her they were as
those of a somnambulist He turned
his gaze hack to his easel

For another half hour he worked
She would no sooner drag him down
from his idea Sight than she pulled
down herself when a poem was well
ing up in her own heart

Presently she arose to go She had
seen him Her soul had caressed his
It was enough

But unfortunately something fell on
the floor

Where have you been he asked
Ive been waiting for you I must

put in the eyes Then without wait-
ing he went on A little closer please
There face the light

At the same time he turned and
looked into her eyes He thought she
was his model But she did not know
it She thought that his lofty intellect
had stalked over the gap of a want of
acquaintance

Then he began to paint putting her
own dark poetic eyes into the head
on the canvas turning often to look
Into those of flesh and blood In her
poetic imagination she fancied that
he was taking spiritually her eyes
from her body and placing them In the
head of an angel

At last the work was finished He
arose stood at a short distance from
it viewed it critically made a few
touches threw down his brush put his
hand in hie pocket fished out a plug of
black tobacco and bit off a quid

her romance pierced to the heart
died within her she gave a little cry
He turned and looked at her through
eyes from which the light of Genius
Creatrix had gone out and saw her as
she was a lean homely old maid with
handsome eyes

Who In thunder are you he blurt
ed

Poor woman Had the romance re-
mained it would have been quite em-

barrassing enough but It had vanished
with the appearance of the tobacco
What to say she did not know There
was but one thing for her to
the studio She slunk toward the door
He followed her with his eyes

Stop he said suddenly making a
few quick strides toward her Was he
going to break even the fragments of
the Idol she had raised and how He
seized her part of It which
hung in spreading It out ex
claimed

Great Scott
What is it she asked not being

able to see behind her
Youve been sitting on my palette

he said surveying the wreck of her
dress ruefully The dress was a con
fusion of vermilion blue
chrome yellow violet and other colors

Then telling her to wait he rushed
for turpentine and other articles and In
a quarter of an hour had got off the
most of the paint As she passed out
he said

Thank you for the use of your
eyes
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